














“What are you thinking?” a female asked. 

“I don't know,’ she replied in a voice that warranted 
concern. “I don’t know.” 

She stepped forward and paused. Nothing looked 
the same. A collapsed porch and high weeds weren't the 
way Deloris Barlett had last seen it. The old wrought-iron 
fence that once marked the property lines had been 
removed, and the paint, once bright white, was peeling, 
curled, and bleached pale. 

“Nothing looks the same,” she commented. 

“Its been fifty-eight years, Mom,” 

“That's no excuse!” Deloris snapped. “You act like 
it's an eternity.” On the ground was something which 
caught her attention. Stooping over, she picked up an 
empty beer can. “People have no respect any more. In 
my day, a person did this,’ she said, holding up the can, 
“and you know what would have happened?” 

“What?” 

Deloris thought for a moment, looked at the 
house, and said, “Something bad...” Her voice trailed off 
and she began to move closer to the home, pushing her 


way past the tall weeds, each step making a crackling 
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sound as years of dried leaves and whatnot crumbled 
beneath her weight. 

“Mom, don’t go in there.” 

“Tm just looking” 

“Yeah, but it’s getting late, and Luke’s probably 
back at the motel, waiting...” 

“If you want to go back, Sandy, don’t let me stop 
you.” 

The rebuttal was sharp, and Sandy opted for a 
change in the subject. 

“So? This place meant a lot to you?” 

“It meant a lot to a lot of people.” 

“Tell me again who lived here,’ 

“Nathaniel Augustin Rutledge” 

“Sounds like a writer.” 

“He could have been,’ Deloris replied softly and to 
herself. Reaching out, her hand trembling, she touched 
the siding. The dryness of the wood instantly reminded 
her of dime store airplanes made of balsa. Gently, she 
rubbed her fingers across it, taking a moment to close her 
eyes. 


“You okay, Mom?” asked Sandy, repositioning 


herself. 

The woman didnt answer. Memories flashed 
through her mind, causing a grin to blossom on her face. 

“Mom?” 

Awakened, she composed herself and began 
moving toward the porch. “I can almost hear them 
laugh,” she commented. 

“Who?” 

“Liz and Nat. At least, that’s what everybody called 
them. He hated Nathaniel and would throw a fit if you 
called him that. Said it was too stuffy or something. I 
don’t know.’ 

Stopping, Deloris stood at the porch and 
examined the damage. Crouching down, she picked up a 
piece of a shattered porcelain cup. Turning it over to its 
bottom, she read the make and placed it down where she 
had found it. Wiping her hands, she pressed on. 

“Elizabeth Rutledge...! Yes, if there was ever a dandy, 
she was it. And don’t ask me what her middle name was 
because I long forgot it, and it’s not important. She was a 
snob if ever one existed, but her brother,’ again she 


reached down for something, “..well, he had a kind heart. 


4 


Money didn't change him like his sister. No, one thing 
about Nathaniel Augustin Rutledge -- ...he wasn’t like Liz.’ 

“She reminds me of someone I know” 

“Tf she does, Sandy, you better run. That girl was as 
sneaky as a tomcat and coy as a kitten petting a mouse?’ 

“I take it you didn't like her” 

“I despised her,’ commented Deloris with a scowl. 

“Elizabeth Rutledge was perfect! A flirt -- if God 
ever made one. Blonde hair...blue eyes... Why, there 
wasn't a man, and I mean man, who didn't want her. 
Why, you should have seen her when she was fifteen. 
She'd get into her father’s wine closet and come right out 
here on this porch and drink straight from the bottle. The 
bottle! Then, she'd hike up those little legs of hers, always 
tan you know, and prop them on the banister. Lord, she 
should have hung a red light.” 

“Mom!” 

“Tt’s true! And don’t act like girls don’t talk, Sandy. I 
know you too well” Placing her hands on her hips, 
Deloris took another look at the porch. “Lord, have 
mercy! The men that little scamp could attract! We used 
to joke that criminals would turn themselves in to Mr. 


Rutledge, just to see Liz.” 

“Her father? Why?” 

“He was the judge. The hanging judge” 

“Oh? 

“Yes, Elizabeth Rutledge was a dandy. She lives in 
Rhode Island, I think. Married a guy who owns a 
sanitation plant.” 

“Sounds like the perfect husband for the perfect...” 

“Yes, it seems to fit.” 

Deloris became silent. “Nothing looks the same,” 
she said as she continued to walk the property. Moving to 
the side of the house, she began to mumble to herself, 
occasionally reaching down to pick up something, always 
taking the time to put it back as if it were sacred to the 
ground. 

“So what about Nathaniel?” 

“Nat?” she smiled. “He was nice.” 

“You liked him, didn’t you?” Sandy replied with a 
grin. 

“Every girl liked him?” 

Again, silence became the item of most 


prevalence. 


“You okay, Mom?” 

“For crying out loud, Sandy! You ask me that every 
five minutes.” 

“Well, you seem kind of shook up by all this.” 

“Can't I be?” 

“T guess.” 

“You guess?” the woman said as she started walking 
to the rear of the house. “You didn’t know this house like 
me.” 

“Youre right. I didn’t.” 

The woman stopped. Sandy smiled and looked at 
her. “It’s times like this I ask God why He made you so 
smart.’ 

“Mom, blame Dad. He played a part, I’m sure.” 

“T would, but he’s not here,’ Deloris replied sharply. 
“Like everything I’ve ever loved, he checked out early” 
She looked up to the sky. “Hear that, Earl?” she said, 
shaking her fist. “You checked out early, you fat tub of..” 
Her voice trailed off and she slumped her shoulders. 
Later, she said, “I sound like a kuke, don’t I?” 

“A little” 


“Youre supposed to say, ‘No, Mom. Youre just 


acting out your emotions.” 

“I would say that, but I know youre correct; 
replied Sandy with a chuckle. 

“Youre right.” She looked back to the sky, saying, 
“Dang you, Earl! See how smart she is?” 

“You know, Mom, Dad might be able to hear you.” 

“Well, if he can,’ Deloris cupped her hands and 
yelled, “ask for rain, Earl! It’s hot!” 

Sandy shook her head. 

“Come on,’ said Deloris, exiting the weeds. “Let's 
go -- before Luke has the law looking for you.” 

“You mean us.” 

“No. You. Me -- hed probably pay them not to 
look” 

Sandy glared at the house and then at her mother 
who was walking to the car. Puzzled, Sandy stood idling 
in thought. 

“Well, aren't you coming?” 

“Mom, did you and Nat have something going 
on?” 

“What? For good heavens!” 


“Because... Call it my keen since of intuition, but 


there’s something to this story you're not sharing.” 

Why, Sandy Josephine Bartlett. Get in this car!” 

“I want to know more. What happened with you 
and Nat?” 

“Get in this car right now!” 

“Not without you telling me what happened.” 

Deloris opened the car door, but Sandy didn’t 
budge. 

“Shoot!” The car door slammed shut and Deloris 
angrily walked back to the girl. “I was in love with 
someone, if that’s what you want to know, but it wasn't 
Nathaniel Rutledge!” 

“Then if not him, who?” 

Taking a deep breath Deloris backed away and 
began to pace. Then she stopped. “John Rutledge,’ she 
said. 

“Who?” 

“John. Judge.’ 

Sandy gasped and made a face. 

“Mr. Rutledge. And, no, it’s not what you think” 
Sandy continued to gasp. “Oh, my...! Are you being 


serious?” 
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“As serious as the hemorrhoid I got the day you 
were born,’ replied Deloris. “I must have been seventeen, 
and to me, he was everything” 

“Did you ever...” Sandy made an obscene gesture 
with her hands. 

“For goodness’ sake, no! He wasn't a pervert, and I 
wasn't anything like Elizabeth. She might have.” 

“Mom It’s ajoke.’ 

“Actually, it was because of him that I met your 
father” 

“Dad? How did he fit into this rather awkward 
scenario?” 

“Your father was one of the many who had a thing 
for Elizabeth, but when she rejected him, I kinda took her 
place” 

“Kinda...?” 

“Just a tad” 

Deloris reached out and pulled Sandy to her. 
“Thanks for bringing me here,’ she said. “It meant a lot to 
me.” 

“Sorry it wasn’t the same’ 

“Oh, well, be thankful it wasn’t. Elizabeth would 


10 


have driven you crazy.’ 


THE END 


“Nothing Is the Same” by Brooks Kohler. (Published 
by Brooks Kohler in 2021 for the purpose of adding 
the story to the Internet Archive. Originally 
published in 2007 by Senior Views, a magazine based 
in Anna, Illinois.) 


This story is fiction. Similarities to any person living or 


deceased are coincidence. 


